The Nuris Grille

fretted hive? For, yet, there is something cloying and heavy in
the air. If the nuns were dispossessed and the convent empty, you
would still feel it and could listen for its murmuring. So take up
the seashell and hold it to your ear! Listen in the summer wood!
The leaves are never still. There is a murmuring and another,
though a little, world is working. Stay still in the open field and
hear the whirring of our world! This drone of wings is how they
find their comfort: how they spin for another life and make ready
their robe, which, first and foremost, is a winding sheet. They
have to pass through dust. Like the insects, they must sleep
through the long winter. It is against nature not to store up
honey. Here, there is no certainty. Nothing but a promise made
from mouth to mouth. How cruel to disturb them: to pull off
their wings and bring them down to ground: to destroy their
labours and their wasted days: to rob them of their honey!

It is a nasal droning, with the timbre of the voice of Spain. For
this Is a convent in Seville, one like many others, and it needs no
name. Here is no imagery of the millwaters or the summer woods,
for it is a convent in a noisy town; but that sad, but busy, droning
brought those images before the mind. The nuns' choir, though
invisible to ourselves, is a large room or boudoir from which
they look down into the church. True, it cannot be comfortable,
but it is more of a drawingroom than the bare rooms of the con-
vent. It has benches and cushions and illuminated books. And they
come into it as you come into a drawingroom, through one of
many doors. Some are excused the droning if they have other
work to do. Others are ever droning, in perpetual adoration. It
is better not to be precise; not to know how many hours they
pray. How quickly time must go, up there! Faster than in the
street, in the world of living men and women; more swiftly than
in the tomb; faster than with little children; quicker winged than
the memories of old men and women remembering when they
were alive; quicker than youth itself and leading, more certainly,
to nothing. It would be no part of our philosophy to make ex-
cuses for them. Their lives are wasted, spent to no purpose, but
no worse for that than any other lives. The trajectory is in slow
motion, but, if we quicken it, we get the picture we would wish
to paint. For the sadness, the sad burden is in all those empty
hours. It is their very purpose, their prayers, which are the waste-
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